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First came the stunning number-one bestseller. Now comes the scariest, most unforgettable
novel in several years. In Los Angeles, a reporter investigating a series of murders is killed. In
Chapel Hill, North Carolina, a beautiful medical intern suddenly disappears. Washington D.C.'s
Alex Cross is back to solve the most baffling and terrifying murder case ever. Two clever pattern
killers are collaborating, cooperating, competing- and they are working coast to coast.A Main
Selection of Book-of-the-Month Club®

A thoroughly gripping, terrifying psychological thriller, starring Alex Cross, the detective
introduced in James Patterson's bestseller Along Came A Spider.About the AuthorJames
Patterson has had more New York Times bestsellers than any other writer, ever, according to
Guinness World Records. Since his first novel won the Edgar Award in 1977 James Patterson's
books have sold more than 375 million copies. He is the author of the Alex Cross novels, the
most popular detective series of the past twenty-five years, including Kiss the Girls and Along
Came a Spider. He writes full-time and lives in Florida with his family.--This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.From Kirkus ReviewsAdvertising executive Patterson doubles
neither our pleasure nor our fun by giving us two intense, Hannibal Lecter-type murderers for the
price of one in an improbable and hopelessly derivative mess of a thriller. Feds and local
authorities on both coasts are baffled by a pair of serial killers targeting beautiful young women:
The Gentleman Caller works the scene in sunny L.A., where he brutally murders and
dismembers his prey; his counterpart back East, who calls himself Casanova, trolls the Raleigh/
Durham/Chapel Hill area for sexy coeds to victimize. Their MOs provide plenty of fodder for an
author trying to cook up a work of psychological terror: Both are powerful, handsome, brilliant
(natch), commit perfect crimes, and, despite their busy schedules, manage to keep in touch with
each other. To catch them, you obviously need a perfect crime fighter. Enter Alex Cross, the
Washington, D.C., detective/psychologist hero of bestselling Along Came A Spider (1993), who
gets dragged into all this after his niece Naomi, a student at Duke University, vanishes. Working
with the authorities and a medical student named Kate McTiernan, who was lucky enough to
escape Casanova's clutches, Cross begins to understand how the two dueling psychos operate.
Just in the nick of time, too, because the Gentleman Caller, on the run from the law out West,
decides that nothing could be finer than to be in Carolina with his old buddy Casanova. So, what
does Cross, whose favorite niece is now in the clutches of two sickos, do? Fall in love with Kate
McTiernan, of course, in an ill-placed romantic subplot intended to raise the stakes in the deadly
cat-and-mouse game. Does Cross save Naomi? Are the two killers brought to justice or, at the
very least, consigned to gory demises? Who cares? As a storyteller, Patterson is a great ad
copywriter. (First priting of 275,000; film rights to Paramount; Book-of-the-Month Club main



selection) -- Copyright ©1994, Kirkus Associates, LP. All rights reserved. --This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Back CoverThis time it's personal for Cross. The most
elusive of killers has abducted Cross's niece, Naomi, a talented law student. Only such a
devastating blow could bring the detective back - this time to the Deep South, where old slave
prisons are buried in the forests, and houses of horror can disappear as in your worst nightmare.
Naomi's kidnapping rips Alex Cross away from his kids and his jazz piano and sends him south
with several questions burning in his mind. Why did the police wait seventy-two hours before
beginning their search? And what is the head of the FBI doing at the scene of a small-town
crime? Meanwhile, somewhere out there Casanova is living a secret fantasy. In his private
hideaway, the world's greatest lover has assembled seven of the South's most extraordinary
young women for his personal use. It's an accomplishment he can share with only one other
soulmate - and that's definitely not his wife back in suburbia. But Casanova doesn't count on the
exceptional abilities of one of his harem - or having Alex Cross as a nemesis. --This text refers to
an alternate kindle_edition edition.From Library Journal"Casanova" works the East Coast, "The
Gentleman Caller" works the West Coast, and these two serial killers might just be working
together. Washed-up Washington, D.C., police detective Alex Cross gets involved when his
niece is abducted. Since this is a new work by the author of the best-selling Along Came a
Spider (LJ 12/92), don't be surprised that Paramount has bought the film rights and that BOMC
has made it a main selection.Copyright 1994 Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers
to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From AudioFileWhat's worse than a serial killer on the
loose? How about twin serial killers? While Casanova and The Gentleman Caller are not blood
brothers, psychologist/detective Alex Cross explains twinning to show how they work together to
pull off their grisly crimes. When Cross's niece becomes the latest victim, he uses his research
on twinning to catch the killers. This three-hour abridgment is riveting. Macabre sound effects,
careful editing and chilling performances by Guillaume and Noth produce a viseral reaction in
the listener. Though complicated and fast-paced, the story is easy to follow and hard to forget. In
three years of reviewing, this is the first time this reviewer has assigned Earphones to abridged
fiction. D.W.K. An AUDIOFILE Earphones Award winner (c)AudioFile, Portland, Maine --This text
refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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CopyrightThe characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons,
living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.Copyright © 1995 by James
PattersonHachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright.
The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce the creative works that
enrich our culture.The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a
theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use material from the
book (other than for review purposes), please contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for
your support of the author’s rights.Grand Central PublishingHachette Book Group1290 Avenue
of the Americas, New York, NY 10104Originally published in hardcover by Little, Brown &
Company in January 1995First mass market edition: December 1995Reissued in oversize:
December 2018Grand Central Publishing is a division of Hachette Book Group, Inc. The Grand
Central Publishing name and logo is a trademark of Hachette Book Group, Inc.ALEX CROSS is
a trademark of JBP Business, LLC.The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their
content) that are not owned by the publisher.The Hachette Speakers Bureau provides a wide
range of authors for speaking events. To find out more, go to hachettespeakersbureau.com or
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MARYCROSSNEWSLETTERSFor Isabelle Ann and Charles HenryPROLOGUEPERFECT
CRIMESCASANOVABoca Raton, Florida, June 1975FOR THREE WEEKS, THE YOUNG killer
actually lived inside the walls of an extraordinary fifteen-room beach house.He could hear the
whispery Atlantic surf outside, but he was never tempted to look out at the ocean or the private
white-sand beach that stretched to three hundred feet or more along the shore. There was too
much to explore, to study, to accomplish, from his hiding place inside the dazzling
Mediterranean-revival-style house in Boca. His pulse hadn’t stopped hammering for days.Four
people lived in the huge house: Michael and Hannah Pierce and their two daughters. The killer
spied on the family in the most intimate ways, and at their most intimate moments. He loved all
the little things about the Pierces, especially Hannah’s delicate seashell collection and the fun
fleet of teak sailboats that hung from the ceiling in one of the guest rooms.He watched the elder
daughter, Coty, day and night. She attended St. Andrews High School with him. She was
stunning. No girl in school was as beautiful or as smart as Coty. He was also keeping his eye on
Karrie Pierce. She was only thirteen, but already a budding fox.Although he was more than six
feet tall, he easily fit into the air-conditioning ducts of the house. He was wire thin and hadn’t
started to fill out yet. The killer was handsome in an Eastern preppy way.Stashed in his hiding
place were a handful of dirty novels, highly erotic books he had found during fevered shopping
trips to Miami. He had become addicted to The Story of O, School Girls in Paris, and Voluptuous
Initiations. He also kept a Smith and Wesson revolver in the walls with him.He went in and out of
the house through a casement window in the cellar that had a broken latch. Sometimes he even
slept down there, behind an old, gently purring Westinghouse refrigerator, where the Pierces
kept extra beer and soda pop for their gala parties, which often ended with a bonfire on the
beach.Truth be told, he was feeling a little extra weird that night in June, but nothing to worry
about. No problems.Earlier in the evening, he had handpainted his body in bright streaks and
splashes of cherry red, orange, and cadmium yellow. He was a warrior; a hunter.He huddled with
his chrome-plated .22-caliber revolver, flashlight, and grope-books in the ceiling over Coty’s
bedroom. Right on top of her, so to speak.Tonight was the night of nights. The beginning of
everything that really mattered in his life.He settled in and began to reread favorite passages
from School Girls in Paris. His pocket flashlight cast a dim light on the pages. The book was
definitely a major turn-on, but also a big yuk. It was about a “respectable” French lawyer who
paid a buxom headmistress to let him spend nights inside a hotsy-totsy boarding school for girls.
The story was filled with the hokiest language: “his silver-tipped ferrule,” “his faithless truncheon,”
“he gamahuched the ever-willing schoolgirls.”After a while he got tired of reading, and peeked at
his wristwatch. It was time now, almost 3:00 A.M. His hands were shaking as he put the book
aside and peered through the cross-hatching of the grill.He could barely catch his breath as he



watched Coty in bed. The very real adventure was now before him. Just as he had imagined
it.He savored a thought: My real life is about to begin. Am I really going to do this? Yes, I am!…
He was definitely living in the walls of the Pierce beach house. Soon that nightmarish, eerie fact
would dominate the front page of every major newspaper throughout the United States. He
could hardly wait to read the Boca Raton News.THE BOY IN THE WALLS!THE KILLER WHO
ACTUALLY LIVED IN THE WALLS OF A FAMILY’S HOUSE!A STARK-RAVING HOMICIDAL
MANIAC COULD BE LIVING IN YOUR HOUSE!Coty Pierce was sleeping like the most beautiful
little girl. She had on an oversized University of Miami Hurricanes T-shirt, but it had moved up
and he could see the pink silk bikini panties underneath.She slept on her back, one sunbrowned
leg crossed over the other. Her pouty mouth was just slightly open, forming the tiniest o, and she
looked all innocence and light from his vantage point.She was almost a full-grown woman now.
He’d watched her preen in front of the wall mirror just a few hours before. Watched her take off
her pink lacy push-up bra. Watched her as she stared at her perfect breasts.Coty was
unbearably haughty and untouchable. Tonight he was going to change all that. He was going to
take her.Carefully, silently, he removed the metal grill in the ceiling. Then he crawled out of the
wall and down into Coty’s sky-blue-and-pink bedroom. His chest felt constricted, and his
breathing was quick and labored. One minute he felt hot, the next he was shivering and cold.Two
small plastic trash bags covered his feet and were secured around his ankles, and he wore the
light blue rubber gloves that the Pierces’ maid used for housecleaning.He felt like a sleek Ninja
warrior and looked like Terror itself with his naked handpainted body. The perfect crime. He loved
the feeling.Could this be a dream? No, he knew it wasn’t a dream. This was the real deal. He
was actually going to do this! He took a deep breath and felt a burning inside his lungs.For a
brief moment, he studied the peaceful young girl he’d admired so many times at St. Andrews.
Then he quietly slipped into bed with the one-and-only Coty Pierce.He took off a rubber glove
and gently caressed her perfect, sun-bronzed skin. He pretended that he was smoothing
coconut-scented suntan oil all over Coty. He was rock-hard already.Her long blond hair was
sunbleached and felt as soft as rabbit’s fur. It was thick and beautiful and smelled forest-clean,
like balsam. Yes, dreams do come true.Coty suddenly popped open her eyes. They were shiny
emerald green gems, and they looked like priceless jewels from Harry Winston’s in Boca.She
breathlessly said his name—the name she knew him by at school. But he had given himself a
new name; he’d named himself, recreated himself.“What are you doing here,” she gasped. “How
did you get in?”“Surprise, surprise. I’m Casanova,” he whispered against her ear. His pulse was
racing off the charts. “I chose you from all the beautiful girls in Boca Raton, in all of Florida. Aren’t
you pleased?”Coty started to scream. “Shush now,” he said, and smothered her small lovely
mouth with his own. With a loving kiss.He also kissed Hannah Pierce on that unforgettable
evening of mayhem and murder in Boca Raton.Shortly after, he kissed thirteen-year-old
Karrie.Before he was finished for the night, he knew that he really was Casanova—the world’s
greatest lover.THE GENTLEMAN CALLERChapel Hill, North Carolina, May 1981HE WAS THE
PERFECT GENTLEMAN. Always a Gentleman. Always unobtrusive and polite.He thought about



that as he listened to the two lovers talking in sibilant whispers as they strolled near University
Lake. It was all so dreamily romantic. It was so right for him.“Is this a good idea, or is this too
dumb for words?” he heard Tom Hutchinson ask Roe Tierney.They were maneuvering into a teal
blue rowboat that was gently rocking alongside a long dock on the lake. Tom and Roe were
going to “borrow” the boat for a few hours. Sneaky college mischief.“My great-granddaddy says
drifting downstream in a rowboat doesn’t count against your life span,” Roe said. “It’s a great
idea, Tommy. Let’s go for it.”Tom Hutchinson started to laugh. “What if you do other things in said
boat?” he asked.“Well, if that includes aerobics of any sort, it might actually extend your life
span.” Roe’s skirt rustled against her smooth thighs as she crossed her legs.“Then stealing off in
these nice people’s boat for a moonlight ride is a good idea,” said Tom.“Great idea.” Roe held her
ground. “The best. Let’s do it.”As their rowboat left the dock, the Gentleman slipped into the
water. He made no sound. He listened to every word, every movement, and every nuance of the
lovers’ fascinating courting ritual.There was almost a full moon, and it looked serene and
beautiful to Tom and Roe as they slowly paddled out into the glistening lake. Earlier in the
evening they had gone out for a romantic dinner in Chapel Hill, and they were both dressed to
the hilt. Roe had on a pleated black skirt, a cream-colored silk blouse, silver shell earrings, and
her roommate’s dress pearls. Perfect boating attire.The Gentleman’s best guess was that Tom
Hutchinson didn’t even own the gray suit that he had on. Tom came from Pennsylvania. He was
an auto mechanic’s son who had made it to captain of the Duke football team, and had also
managed to keep a grade index bordering on 4.0.Roe and Tom were the “golden couple.” It was
just about the only thing that students from Duke and the nearby University of North Carolina
could agree on. The “scandal” of Duke’s football captain dating Carolina’s Azalea Queen made
the romance even spicier.They fumbled with uncooperative buttons and zippers as they slowly
drifted on the lake. Roe wound up wearing only her earrings and the borrowed dress pearls. Tom
had on his white shirt, but it was open all the way, making a kind of tent as he went inside Roe.
Under the moon’s watchful eye, they began to make love.Their bodies moved smoothly as the
boat rocked gently and playfully. Roe made tiny moaning sounds, which intermingled with a
chorus of cicadas playing shrilly in the distance.The Gentleman felt a column of rage welling up
inside him. His dark side was bursting through: the brutal, repressed animal, the modern-day
werewolf.Suddenly, Tom Hutchinson flopped out of Roe Tierney with a tiny thup. Something
powerful was pulling him out of the boat. Before he hit the water, Roe heard him yell. It was a
strange noise that sounded like yaaagghh.Tom swallowed lake water and gagged violently.
There was a terrible pain and stinging in his throat, localized pain, but very intense and
frightening.Then, whatever powerful force had pulled him backwards into the lake suddenly
released him. The choking pressure left him. Just like that. He was being set free.His large
strong hands, quarterback hands, went up to his throat and touched something warm. Blood
was gushing out of his throat and spreading through the lake water. A terrible fear, a feeling close
to panic, gripped him.Horrified, he felt his throat again and found the knife embedded there. Oh,
Jesus God, he thought, I’ve been stabbed. I’m going to die at the bottom of this lake, and I don’t



even know why.In the rocking, drifting rowboat, meanwhile, Roe Tierney was too confused and
shocked even to scream.Her heart was pounding so rapidly and fiercely, she could hardly
breathe. She stood up in the boat frantically searching for some sign of Tom.This must be a sick
joke, she thought. I will never go out with Tom Hutchinson again. Never marry him. Never in a
million years. This is not funny. She was freezing, and she began to grope for her clothes in the
bottom of the boat.Swiftly, close to the boat, someone or something burst out of the black-
looking water. It felt like an explosion under the lake.Roe saw a head bobbing above the surface.
Definitely a man’s head… but it wasn’t Tom Hutchinson.“I didn’t mean to scare you.” The
Gentleman spoke softly, almost conversationally. “Don’t be alarmed,” he whispered as he
reached for the gunwale of the rocking boat. “We’re old friends. To be perfectly honest, I’ve
watched you for over two years.”Suddenly Roe started to scream as if there were no
tomorrow.For Roe Tierney, there wasn’t.PART ONESCOOTCHIE
CROSSCHAPTER 1Washington, D.C., April 1994I WAS ON THE SUN porch of our house on
Fifth Street when it all began. It was “pouring down rain” as my little girl Janelle likes to say, and
the porch was a fine place to be. My grandmother had once taught me a prayer that I never
forgot: “Thank you for everything just the way it is.” It seemed right that day—almost.Stuck up on
the porch wall was a Gary Larson Far Side cartoon. It showed the “Butlers of the World” annual
banquet. One of the butlers had been murdered. A knife was in his chest right up to the hilt. A
detective on the scene said, “God, Collings, I hate to start a Monday with a case like this.” The
cartoon was there to remind me there was more to life than my job as a homicide detective in
D.C. A two-year-old drawing of Damon’s tacked up next to the cartoon was inscribed: “For the
best Daddy ever.” That was another reminder.I played Sarah Vaughan, Billie Holiday, and Bessie
Smith tunes on our aging piano. The blues was having its sneaky-sad way with me lately. I’d
been thinking about Jezzie Flanagan. I could see her beautiful, haunting face sometimes, when I
stared off into the distance. I tried not to stare off into the distance too much.My two kids, Damon
and Janelle, were sitting on the trusty, if slightly rickety, piano bench beside me. Janelle had her
small arm wrapped across my back as far as it would stretch, which was about one-third of the
way.She had a bag of Gummi Bears in her free hand. As always, she shared with her friends. I
was slow-sucking a red Gummi.She and Damon were whistling along with my piano playing,
though for Jannie, whistling is more like spitting to a certain preestablished rhythm. A battered
copy of Green Eggs and Ham sat on top of the piano, vibrating to the beat.Both Jannie and
Damon knew I was having some trouble in my life lately, for the past few months, anyway. They
were trying to cheer me up. We were playing and whistling the blues, soul, and a little fusion, but
we were also laughing and carrying on, as children like us will.I loved these times with my kids
more than I loved all the rest of my life put together, and I had been spending more and more
time with them. The Kodak pictures of children always remind me that my babies will be seven
and five years old only one time. I didn’t plan to miss any of it.We were interrupted by the sound
of heavy footsteps running up the wooden stairs of our back porch. Then the doorbell rang: one,
two, three tinny rings. Whoever was out there was in a big hurry.“Ding-dong the witch is dead.”



Damon offered his inspirational thought for the moment. He was wearing wraparound shades,
his impression of a cool dude. He was a cool little dude, actually.“No, the witch isn’t,” countered
Jannie. I’d recently noticed that she had become a staunch defender of her gender.“It might not
be news about the witch,” I said, with just the right timing and delivery. The kids laughed. They
get most of my jokes, which is a frightening thought.Someone began to pound insistently against
the door frame, and my name was shouted in a plaintive and alarming way. Goddammit, leave us
be. We don’t need anything plaintive or alarming in our lives right now.“Dr. Cross, please come!
Please! Dr. Cross,” the loud shouts continued. I didn’t recognize the woman’s voice, but privacy
doesn’t seem to count when your first name is Doctor.I held the kids down, my hands fastened
onto the tops of their small heads. “I’m Dr. Cross, not you two. Just keep on humming and hold
my place. I’ll be right back.”“I’ll be back!” said Damon in his best Terminator voice. I smiled at his
joke. He is a second-grade wiseguy already.I hurried to the back door, grabbing my service
revolver on the way. This can be a bad neighborhood even for a cop, which I am. I peered out
through the foggy and grimy windowpanes to see who was on our porch steps.I recognized the
young woman. She lived in the Langley projects. Rita Washington was a twenty-three-year-old
pipe-head who prowled our streets like a gray ghost. Rita was smart, nice enough, but
impressionable and weak. She had taken a very bad turn in her life, lost her looks, and now was
probably doomed.I opened the door and felt a cold, wet gust of wind slap against my face. There
was a lot of blood on Rita’s hands and wrists and on the front of her green fake-leather
carcoat.“Rita, what in hell happened to you?” I asked. I guessed that she’d been gut-shot or
stabbed over some drugs.“Please, please come with me.” Rita Washington started to cough and
sob at the same time. “It little Marcus Daniels,” she said, and cried even louder. “He been
stabbed! It be real bad! He call your name. He ask for you, Dr. Cross.”“You stay there, kids! I’ll be
right back!” I shouted over Rita Washington’s hysterical cries. “Nana, please watch the kids!” I
yelled even louder. “Nana, I have to go out!” I grabbed my coat and followed Rita Washington
into the cold, teeming rain.I tried not to step on the bright red blood dripping like wet paint all
over our porch steps.CHAPTER 2I RAN AS FAST AS I could down Fifth Street. I could feel my
heart going whump, whump, whump, and I was sweating profusely in spite of the nasty, steady,
cold spring rain. Blood was pounding furiously in my head. Every muscle and tendon in my body
was straining, and my stomach clenched real hard.I held eleven-year-old Marcus Daniels in my
arms, clutched tightly against my chest. The little boy was bleeding badly. Rita Washington had
found Marcus on the oily, darkened stairway leading to the basement in his building and had
taken me to his crumpled body.I ran like the wind, crying inside, holding it back as I’ve been
taught to do on The Job and most everywhere else.People who don’t normally stare at much in
Southeast were staring at me as I rumbled forward like a ten-axle semi on the loose in the inner
city.I outpaced gypsy cabs, shouting at everybody to get out of my way. I passed ghost store
after ghost store boarded up with dark, rotting plywood that was scrawled with graffiti.I ran over
broken glass and rubble, Irish Rose bottles, and occasional dismal patches of weeds and loose
dirt. This was our neighborhood; our share in The Dream; our capital.I remembered a saying I’d



heard about D.C.: “Stoop down and you’ll get stepped on, stand tall and you’ll be shot at.”As I
ran, poor Marcus was throwing off blood like a soaking-wet puppy dog shedding water. My neck
and arms were on fire, and my muscles continued to strain.“Hold on, baby,” I said to the little boy.
“Hold on, baby,” I prayed.Halfway there, Marcus cried out in a tiny voice, “Doctor Alex, man.”That
was all he said to me. I knew why. I knew a lot about little Marcus.I raced up the steep, freshly
paved asphalt drive of St. Anthony’s Hospital. “St. Tony’s Spaghetti House” as it’s sometimes
called in the projects. An EMS ambulance rolled past me, heading toward L Street.The driver
wore a Chicago Bulls cap pulled sideways, its brim pointing strangely in my direction. Loud rap
music blared from the van, and it must have been deafening inside. The driver and medic didn’t
stop, didn’t seem to consider stopping. Life in Southeast goes like that sometimes. You can’t
stop for every murder or mugging that you come across on your daily rounds.I knew my way to
St. Anthony’s emergency room. I’d been there too many times. I shouldered open the familiar
swinging glass door. It was stenciled EMERGENCY, but the letters were peeling away and there
were nail scratches on the glass.“We’re here, Marcus. We’re at the hospital,” I whispered to the
little boy, but he didn’t hear me. He was unconscious now.“I need some help here! People, I need
help with this boy!” I shouted.The Pizza Hut delivery man would have gotten more attention. A
bored-looking security guard glanced my way and gave me his practiced, flat-faced stare. A
shabby stretcher clattered loudly down the halls of medicine.I saw nurses I knew. Annie Bell
Waters and Tanya Heywood, in particular.“Bring him right here.” Annie Waters quickly cleared a
way once she sized up the situation. She didn’t ask me any questions as she pushed other
hospital workers and the walking wounded out of our path.We sailed past the reception desk,
with SIGN IN HERE in English, Spanish, and Korean. I smelled hospital antiseptic on
everything.“Tried to cut his throat with a gravity knife. I think he nicked the carotid artery,” I said
as we rushed down a crowded, puke-green corridor that was thick with faded signs: X-RAY,
TRAUMA, CASHIER.We finally located a room about the size of a clothes closet. The young-
looking doctor who rushed in told me to leave.“The boy’s eleven years old,” I said. “I’m staying
right here. Both his wrists are cut. It’s a suicide attempt. Hold on, baby,” I whispered to Marcus.
“Just hold on, baby.”CHAPTER 3CLICK! CASANOVA POPPED THE TRUNK latch of his car and
peered into the wide, shiny-wet eyes staring out at him. What a pity. What a waste, he thought as
he looked down at her.“Peekaboo,” he said. “I see you.” He had fallen out of love with the twenty-
two-year-old college student tied up in the trunk. He was also angry at her. She had disobeyed
the rules. She’d ruined the fantasy du jour.“You look like absolute hell,” he said. “Relatively
speaking, of course.”The young woman was gagged with wet cloths and couldn’t answer back,
but she glared at him. Her dark-brown eyes showed fear and pain, but he could still see the
stubbornness and spunk there.He took out his black carrying bag first, then he roughly lifted her
one hundred twelve pounds out of the car. He made no effort to be gentle at this point.“You’re
welcome,” he said as he put her down. “Forgotten our manners, have we?” Her legs were shaky
and she almost fell, but Casanova held her up easily with one hand.She had on dark green
Wake Forest University running shorts, a white tank top, and brand-new Nike cross-training



shoes. She was a typical spoiled college brat, he knew, but achingly beautiful. Her slender
ankles were bound with a leather thong that stretched about two and a half feet. Her hands were
tied behind her back, also with a leather thong.“You can just walk ahead of me. Go straight
unless I tell you otherwise. Now walk,” he ordered. “Move those long, lovely gams. Hut, hut,
hut.”They started through the dense woods that got even thicker as they moved slowly along.
Thicker and darker. Creepier and creepier. He swung his black bag as if he were a child carrying
a lunch box. He loved the dark woods. Always had.Casanova was tall and athletic, well built, and
good-looking. He knew that he could have many women, but not the way he wanted them. Not
like this.“I asked you to listen, didn’t I? You wouldn’t listen.” He spoke in a soft, detached voice. “I
told you the house rules. But you wanted to be a wiseass. So be a wiseass. Reap the
rewards.”As the young woman struggled ahead she became increasingly afraid, close to panic.
The woods were even denser now, and the low-hanging branches clawed at her bare arms,
leaving long scratches. She knew her captor’s name: Casanova. He fancied himself a great
lover, and in fact he could maintain an erection longer than any man she had ever known. He
had always seemed rational and in control of himself, but she knew he had to be crazy. He
certainly could act sane on occasion, though. Once you accepted a single premise of his,
something he had said to her several times: “Man was born to hunt… women.”He had given her
the rules of his house. He had clearly warned her to behave. She just hadn’t listened. She’d been
willful and stupid and had made a huge, tactical mistake.She tried not to think of what he was
going to do to her out here in these bewildering Twilight Zone–type woods. It would surely give
her a heart attack. She wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of seeing her break down and cry.If
only he would ungag her. Her mouth was dry, and she was thirsty beyond belief. Perhaps she
could actually talk her way out of this—of whatever it was that he had planned.She stopped
walking and turned to face him. It was draw-a-line-in-the-sand time.“You want to stop here?
That’s fine with me. I’m not going to let you talk, though. No last words, dear heart. No reprieve
from the governor. You blew it big time. If we stop here, you may not like it. If you want to walk
some more, that’s fine, too. I just love these woods, don’t you?”She had to talk to him, get
through to him somehow. Ask him why. Maybe appeal to his intelligence. She tried to say his
name, but only muffled sounds made it through the damp gag.He was self-assured and even
calmer than usual. He walked with a cocky swagger. “I don’t understand a word you’re saying.
Anyway, it wouldn’t change a thing even if I did.”He had on one of the weird masks that he
always wore. This one was actually called a death mask, he’d told her, and it was used to
reconstruct faces, usually at hospitals and morgues.The skin color of the death mask was
almost perfect and the detail was frighteningly realistic. The face he’d chosen was young and
handsome, an all-American type. She wondered what he really looked like. Who in hell was he?
Why did he wear masks?She would escape somehow, she told herself. Then she would get him
locked up for a thousand years. No death penalty—let him suffer.“If that’s your choice, fine,” he
said, and he suddenly kicked her feet out from under her. She fell down hard on her back. “You
die right here.”He slid a needle out of the well-worn black medical bag he’d brought with him. He



brandished it like a tiny sword. Let her see it.“This needle is called a Tubex,” he said. “It’s
preloaded with thiopental sodium, which is a barbiturate. Does barbiturate-sounding things.” He
squeezed out a thin squirt of the brown liquid. It looked like iced tea, and it was not something
she wanted injected into her veins.“What does it do? What are you doing to me?” she screamed
into the tight gag. “Please take this gag out of my mouth.”She was covered with sweat, and her
breathing was labored. Her whole body felt stiff, anesthetized and numb. Why was he giving her
a barbiturate?“If I do this wrong, you’ll die right now,” he told her. “So don’t move.”She shook her
head affirmatively. She was trying so hard to let him know that she could be good; she could be
so very good. Please don’t kill me, she silently pleaded. Don’t do this.He pricked a vein in the
crook of her elbow, and she could feel the painful pinch there.“I don’t want to leave any unsightly
bruises,” he whispered. “It won’t take long. Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, you, are, so,
beautiful, zero. All finished.”She was crying now. She couldn’t help it. The tears were streaming
down her cheeks. He was crazy. She squeezed her eyes shut, couldn’t look at him anymore.
Please, God, don’t let me die like this, she prayed. Not all alone out here.The drug acted quickly,
almost immediately. She felt warm all over, warm and sleepy. She went limp.He took off her tank
top and began to fondle her breasts, like a juggler with several balls. There was nothing she
could do to stop him.He arranged her legs as if she were his art, his human sculpture, stretching
the leather thong as far as it would go. He felt down between her legs. The sudden thrust made
her open her eyes, and she stared up at the horrible mask. His eyes stared back at her. They
were blank and emotionless, yet strangely penetrating.He entered her, and she felt a jolt like a
very powerful electric shock running through her body. He was very hard, fully aroused already.
He was probing inside her as she was dying from the barbiturate. He was watching her die.
That’s what this was all about.Her body wriggled, bolted, shook. As weak as she was, she tried
to scream. No, please, please, please. Don’t do this to me.Mercifully, blackness came over
her.She didn’t know how long she’d been unconscious. Didn’t care. She woke up and she was
still alive.She started to cry, and the muffled sounds coming through the gag were agonizing.
Tears ran down her cheeks. She realized how much she wanted to live.She noticed that she’d
been moved. Her arms were behind her and tied around a tree. Her legs were crossed and
bound, and she was still tightly gagged. He had taken off her clothes. She didn’t see her clothes
anywhere.He was still there!“I don’t really care if you scream,” he said. “There’s absolutely
nobody to hear you out here.” His eyes gleamed out of the lifelike mask. “I just don’t want you to
scare away the hungry birds and animals.” He glanced briefly at her truly beautiful body. “Too bad
you disobeyed me, broke the rules,” he said.He took off the mask and let her see his face for the
first time. He fixed the image of her face in his mind. Then he bent down and kissed her on the
lips.Kiss the girls.Finally, he walked away.CHAPTER 4MOST OF MY RAGE HAD been spent on
the furious footrace to St. Anthony’s with Marcus Daniels cradled in my arms. The adrenaline
rush was gone now, but I felt an unnatural weariness.The emergency-room waiting area was
noise and frustrated confusion. Babies crying, parents wailing out their grief, the PA incessantly
paging doctors. A bleeding man kept muttering, “Ho shit, ho shit.”I could still see the beautiful,



sad eyes of Marcus Daniels. I could still hear his soft voice.At a little past six-thirty that night, my
partner in crime arrived unexpectedly at the hospital. Something about that struck me as wrong,
but I let it pass for now.John Sampson and I have been best friends since we were both ten
years old and running these same streets in D.C. Southeast. Somehow, we survived without
having our throats slashed. I drifted into abnormal psychology, and eventually got a doctorate at
Johns Hopkins. Sampson went into the army. In some strange and mysterious manner, we both
ended up working together on the D.C. police force.I was sitting on a sheetless gurney parked
outside the Trauma Room. Next to me was the “crash cart” they had used for Marcus. Rubber
tourniquets hung like streamers from the black handles of the cart.“How’s the boy?” Sampson
asked. He knew about Marcus already. Somehow, he always knew. The rain was running down
his black poncho in little streams, but he didn’t seem to care.I sadly shook my head. I was still
feeling wasted. “Don’t know yet. They won’t tell me anything. Doctor wanted to know if I was next
of kin. They took him to Trauma. He cut himself real bad. So what brings you to happy
hour?”Sampson shrugged his way out of his poncho, and flopped down beside me on the
straining gurney. Under the poncho, he had on one of his typical street-detective outfits: silver-
and-red Nike sweatsuit, matching high-topped sneakers, thin gold bracelets, signet rings. His
street look was intact.“Where’s your gold tooth?” I managed a smile. “You need a gold tooth to
complete your fly ensemble. At least a gold star on one tooth. Maybe some corn
braids?”Sampson snorted out a laugh. “I heard. I came,” he said offhandedly about his
appearance at St. Anthony’s. “You okay? You look like the last of the big, bad bull
elephants.”“Little boy tried to kill himself. Sweet little boy, like Damon. Eleven years old.”“Want me
to run over to their crack crib? Shoot the boy’s parents?” Sampson asked. His eyes were
obsidian-hard.“We’ll do it later,” I said.I was probably in the mood. The positive news was that the
parents of Marcus Daniels lived together; the bad part was that they kept the boy and his four
sisters in the crack house they ran near the Langley Terrace projects. The ages of the children
ranged from five to twelve, and all the kids worked in the business. They were “runners.”“What
are you doing here?” I asked him for the second time. “You didn’t just happen to show up here at
St. A’s. What’s up?”Sampson tapped out a cigarette from a pack of Camels. He used only one
hand. Very cool. He lit up. Doctors and nurses were everywhere.I snatched the cigarette away
and crushed it under my black Converse sneaker sole, near the hole in the big toe.“Feel better
now?” Sampson eyed me. Then he gave me a broad grin showing his large white teeth. The skit
was over. Sampson had worked his magic on me, and it was magic, including the cigarette trick.
I was feeling better. Skits work. Actually, I felt as if I’d just been hugged by about a half-dozen
close relatives and both my kids. Sampson is my best friend for a reason. He can push my
buttons better than anybody.“Here comes the angel of mercy,” he said, pointing down the long,
chaotic corridor.Annie Waters was walking toward us with her hands thrust deeply into the
pockets of her hospital coat. She had a tight look on her face, but she always does.“I’m real
sorry, Alex. The boy didn’t make it. I think he was nearly gone when you got him here. Probably
living on all that hope you carry bottled up inside you.”Powerful images and visceral sensations



of carrying Marcus along Fifth and L streets flashed before me. I imagined the hospital death
sheet covering Marcus. It’s such a small sheet that they use for children.“The boy was my
patient. He adopted me this spring.” I told the two of them what had me so wild and crazed and
suddenly depressed.“Can I get you something, Alex?” said Annie Waters. She had a concerned
look on her face.I shook my head. I had to talk, had to get this out right now.“Marcus found out I
gave help at St. A’s, talked to people sometimes. He started coming by the trailer afternoons.
Once I passed his tests, he talked about his life at the crack house. Everybody he knew in his life
was a junkie. Junkie came by my house today… Rita Washington. Not Marcus’s mother, not his
father. The boy tried to slit his own throat, slit his wrists. Just eleven years old.”My eyes were wet.
A little boy dies, somebody should cry. The psychologist for an eleven-year-old suicide victim
ought to mourn. I thought so, anyway.Sampson finally stood up and put his long arm gently on
my shoulder. He was six feet nine again. “Let’s head on home, Alex,” he said. “C’mon, my man.
Time to go.”I went in and looked at Marcus for the last time.I held his lifeless little hand and
thought about the talks the two of us had, the ineffable sadness always in his brown eyes. I
remembered a wise, beautiful African proverb: “It takes a whole village to raise a good
child.”Finally, Sampson came and took me away from the boy, took me home.Where it got much
worse.CHAPTER 5I DIDN’T LIKE WHAT I saw at home. A lot of cars were crowded helter-skelter
around my house. It’s a white shingle A-frame; it looks like anybody’s house. Most of the cars
appeared familiar; they were cars of friends and family members.Sampson pulled in behind a
dented ten-year-old Toyota that belonged to the wife of my late brother Aaron. Cilla Cross was a
good friend. She was tough and smart. I had ended up liking her more than my brother. What
was Cilla doing here?“What the hell is going on at the house?” I asked Sampson again. I was
starting to get a little concerned.“Invite me in for a cold beer,” he said as he pulled the key from
the ignition. “Least you can do.”Sampson was already up and out of the car. He moves like a slick
winter wind when he wants to. “Let’s go inside, Alex.”I had the car door open, but I was still sitting
inside. “I live here. I’ll go in when I feel like it.” I didn’t feel like it suddenly. A sheen of cold sweat
was on the back of my neck. Detective paranoia? Maybe, maybe not.“Don’t be difficult,”
Sampson called back over his shoulder, “for once in your life.”A long icy shiver ran through my
body. I took a deep breath. The thought of the human monster I had recently helped put away
still gave me nightmares. I deeply feared he would escape one day. The mass killer and
kidnapper had already been to Fifth Street once.What in hell was going on inside my house?
Sampson didn’t knock on the front door, or ring the bell, which dangled on red-and-blue wires.
He just waltzed inside as if he lived there. Same as it’s always been. Mi casa es su casa. I
followed him into my own house.My boy, Damon, streaked into Sampson’s outstretched arms,
and John scooped up my son as if he were made of air. Jannie came skating toward me, calling
me “Big Daddy” as she ran. She was already in her slipper-sock pajamas, smelling of fresh
talcum after her bath. My little lady.Something was wrong in her big brown eyes. The look on her
face froze me.“What is it, my honeybunch?” I asked as I nuzzled against Jannie’s smooth, warm
cheek. The two of us nuzzle a lot. “What’s wrong? Tell your Daddy all your troubles and woes.”In



the living room I could see three of my aunts, my two sisters-in-law, my one living brother,
Charles. My aunts had been crying; their faces were all puffy and red. So had my sister-in-law
Cilla, and she isn’t one to get weepy without a good reason.The room had the unnatural,
claustrophobic look of a wake. Somebody has died, I thought. Somebody we all love has died.
But everybody I love seemed to be there, present and accounted for.Nana Mama, my
grandmother, was serving coffee, iced tea, and also cold chicken pieces, which no one seemed
to be eating. Nana lives on Fifth Street with me and the kids. In her own mind, she’s raising the
three of us.Nana had shrunk to around five feet by her eightieth year. She is still the most
impressive person I know in our nation’s capital, and I know most of them—the Reagans, the
Bush people, and now the Clintons.My grandmother was dry-eyed as she did her serving. I have
rarely seen her cry, though she is a tremendously warm and caring person. She just doesn’t cry
anymore. She says she doesn’t have that much of life left, and she won’t waste it on tears.I finally
walked into the living room and asked the question that was beating against the inside of my
head. “It’s nice to see everyone—Charles, Cilla, Aunt Tia—but would someone please tell me
what’s going on here?”They all stared at me.I still had Jannie cradled in my arms. Sampson had
Damon tucked like a hairy football under his massive right arm.Nana spoke for the assembled
group. Her almost inaudible words sent the sharpest pain right through me.“It’s Naomi,” she said
quietly. “Scootchie is missing, Alex.” Then Nana Mama started to weep for the first time in
years.CHAPTER 6CASANOVA SCREAMED, AND THE LOUD sound coming from deep inside
his throat turned into a raspy howl.He was crashing through the deep woods, thinking about the
girl he had abandoned back there. The horror of what he had done. Again.Part of him wanted to
go back for the girl—save her—an act of mercy.He was experiencing spasms of guilt now, and
he began to run faster and faster. His thick neck and chest were covered with perspiration. He
felt weak, and his legs were rubbery and undependable.He was fully conscious of what he had
done. He just couldn’t stop himself.Anyway, it was better this way. She had seen his face. It was
stupid of him to think she would ever be able to understand him. He had seen the fear and
loathing in her eyes.If only she’d listened when he’d tried to talk to her. After all, he was different
from other mass killers—he could feel everything he did. He could feel love… and suffer loss…
and…He angrily swept away the death mask. It was all her fault. He would have to change
personas now. He needed to stop being Casanova.He needed to be himself. His pitiful other
self.CHAPTER 7IT’S NAOMI. SCOOTCHIE IS MISSING, Alex.We held the most intense Cross
family emergency conference in our kitchen, where they’ve always been held. Nana made more
coffee, and also herbal tea for herself. I put the kids to bed first. Then I cracked open a bottle of
Black Jack and poured stiff drinks of whiskey all around.I learned that my twenty-two-year-old
niece had been missing in North Carolina for four days. The police down there had waited that
long to contact our family in Washington. As a policeman, I found that hard to understand. Two
days was pretty standard in missing-person cases. Four days made no sense.Naomi Cross was
a law student at Duke University. She’d made Law Review and was near the top of her class. She
was the pride of everyone in our family, including myself. We had a nickname for her that went



back to when she was three or four years old. Scootchie. She always used to “scootch” up close
to everybody when she was little. She loved to “scootch,” and hug, and be hugged. After my
brother Aaron died, I helped Cilla to raise her. It wasn’t hard—she was always sweet and funny,
cooperative, and so very smart.Scootchie was missing. In North Carolina. Four days now.“I
talked to a detective named Ruskin,” Sampson told the group in the kitchen. He was trying not to
act like a street cop, but he couldn’t help it. He was on the case now. Flat-faced and serious. The
Sampson stare.“Detective Ruskin sounded knowledgeable about Naomi’s disappearance.
Seemed like a straight-ahead cop on the phone. Something strange, though. Told me that a law-
school friend of Naomi’s reported her missing. Her name’s Mary Ellen Klouk.”I had met Naomi’s
friend. She was a future lawyer, from Garden City, Long Island. Naomi had brought Mary Ellen
home to Washington a couple of times. We’d gone to hear Handel’s Messiah together one
Christmas at the Kennedy Center.Sampson took off his dark glasses, and kept them off, which is
rare for him. Naomi was his favorite, and he was as shook up as the rest of us. She called
Sampson “His Grimness,” and “Darth One,” and he loved it when she teased him.“Why didn’t this
Detective Ruskin call us before now? Why didn’t those university people call me?” my sister-in-
law asked. Cilla is forty-one. She has allowed herself to grow to ample proportions. I doubted
that she was five feet four, but she had to be close to two hundred pounds. She’d told me that
she didn’t want to be attractive to men anymore.“Don’t know the answer to that yet,” Sampson
told Cilla and the rest of us. “They told Mary Ellen Klouk not to call us.”“What exactly did
Detective Ruskin have to say about the delay?” I asked Sampson.“Detective said there were
extenuating circumstances. He wouldn’t elaborate for me, persuasive as I can be.”“You tell him
we could have the conversation in person?”Sampson nodded slowly. “Uh-huh. He said the result
would be the same. I told him I doubted that. He said okay. Man seemed to have no fears.”“Black
man?” Nana asked. She is a racist, and proud of it. She says she’s too old to be socially or
politically correct. She doesn’t so much dislike white people as distrust them.“No, but I don’t
think that’s the problem, Nana. Something else is going on.” Sampson looked across the kitchen
table at me. “I don’t think he could talk.”“FBI?” I asked. It was the obvious guess when things get
overly secretive. The FBI understands better than Bell Atlantic, the Washington Post, and the
New York Times that information is power.“That could be the problem. Ruskin wouldn’t admit it
on the phone.”“I better talk to him,” I said. “In person would probably be best, don’t you think?”“I
think that would be good, Alex.” Cilla spoke up from her end of the table.“Maybe I’ll tag along,”
Sampson said, grinning like the predatory wolf that he is.There were sage nods and at least one
hallelujah in the overcrowded kitchen. Cilla came around the table and hugged me tight. My
sister-in-law was shaking like a big, spreading tree in a storm.Sampson and I were going South.
We were going to bring back Scootchie.CHAPTER 8I HAD TO TELL DAMON and Jannie about
their “Auntie Scootch,” which is what the kids have always called her. My kids sensed something
bad had happened. They knew it, just as they somehow know my most secret and vulnerable
places. They had refused to go to sleep until I came and talked to them.“Where’s Auntie Scootch
at? What happened to her?” Damon demanded as soon as I entered the kids’ bedroom. He had



heard enough to understand that Naomi was in some kind of terrible trouble.I have a need
always to tell the kids the truth, if it’s possible. I’m committed to truth-telling between us. But
every once in a while, it is so hard to do.“We haven’t heard from Aunt Naomi in a few days,” I
began. “That’s why everybody is worried tonight, and why they came over to our house,” I said.I
went on. “Daddy’s on the case now. I’m going to do my best to find Aunt Naomi in the next couple
of days. You know that your daddy usually solves problems. Am I right?”Damon nodded to the
truth in that, and seemed reassured by what I had told them, but mostly by my serious tone. He
came into my arms and gave me a kiss, which he hasn’t been doing as much lately. Jannie gave
me the softest kiss, too. I held them both in my arms. My sweet babies.“Daddy’s on the case
now,” Jannie whispered. That warmed my spirits some. As Billie Holiday put it, “God bless the
child who’s got his own.”By eleven the kids were sleeping peacefully, and the house was
beginning to clear. My elderly aunts had already gone home to their quirky old-lady nests, and
Sampson was getting ready to leave.He usually lets himself in and out, but this time, Nana
Mama walked Sampson to the door, which is a rarity. I went with them. Safety in numbers.“Thank
you for going down South with Alex tomorrow,” Nana said to Sampson in confidential tones. I
wondered who she thought might be listening, trying to overhear her intimacies. “You see now,
John Sampson, you can be civilized and somewhat useful when you want to be. Didn’t I always
tell you that?” She pointed a curled, knobby finger at his massive chin. “Didn’t I?”Sampson
grinned down at her. He revels in his physical superiority even to a woman who is eighty. “I let
Alex go by himself, I’d only have to come later, Nana. Rescue him and Naomi,” he said.Nana and
Sampson cackled like a pair of cartoon crows on an old familiar fencepost. It was good to hear
them laugh. Then she somehow managed to wrap her arms around Sampson and me. She
stood there—like some little old lady holding on to her two favorite redwood trees. I could feel her
fragile body tremble. Nana Mama hadn’t hugged the two of us like that in twenty years. I knew
that she loved Naomi as if she were her own child, and she was very afraid for her.It can’t be
Naomi. Nothing bad could happen to her, not to Naomi. The words kept drifting through my
head. But something had happened to her, and now I would have to start thinking and acting like
a policeman. Like a homicide detective. In the South.“Have faith and pursue the unknown end.”
Oliver Wendell Holmes said that. I have faith. I pursue the unknown. That’s my job
description.CHAPTER 9SEVEN O’CLOCK IN THE EVENING was a busy time in late April on
the stunningly beautiful campus of Duke University. The physical impressiveness of the students
was visible everywhere at the self-proclaimed “Harvard of the South.” The magnolia trees,
especially along Chapel Drive, were plentiful and in full bloom. The well-kept and striking
orderliness of the grounds made it one of the most visually satisfying campuses in the United
States.Casanova found the fragrant air intoxicating as he strolled between tall graystone gates
and onto the university’s West Campus. It was a few minutes past seven. He had come for one
reason only—to hunt. The entire process was exhilarating and irresistible. Impossible to stop
once he had begun. This was foreplay. Lovely in every way.I’m like a killer shark, with a human
brain, and even a heart, Casanova thought, as he walked. I am a predator without peer, a



thinking predator.He believed that men loved the hunt—lived for it, in fact—though most wouldn’t
admit it. A man’s eyes never stopped searching for beautiful, sensual women, or for sexy men
and boys, for that matter. All the more at a prime location like the Duke campus, or the campuses
at the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill, or North Carolina State University at Raleigh,
or many others he’d visited throughout the Southeast.Just look at them! The slightly uppity Duke
coeds were among the very finest and most “contemporary” American women. Even in dirty
cutoffs, or ridiculous holey 501s, or baggy hobo’s pants, they were something to see, to watch,
occasionally to photograph, to fantasize about endlessly.Nothing could be finer, Casanova
thought, whistling a bar of the beamish old tune about a life of leisure in the Carolinas.He
casually sipped an icy Coca-Cola as he watched the students at play. He was playing a game of
skill himself—several complicated games at once, actually. The games had become his life. The
fact that he had a “respectable” job, another life, no longer mattered.He checked each passing
woman who even looked like a faint possibility for his collection. He studied shapely young
coeds, older women professors, and female visitors in the Duke Blue Devils T-shirts that seemed
de rigueur for outsiders.He licked his lips in anticipation. Here was something splendid up
ahead…A tall, slender, exquisite black woman leaned against a shapely old oak in the Edens
Quad. She was reading the Duke Chronicle, which she’d folded into thirds. He loved the smooth
shine of her brown skin, her artistically braided hair. But he moved on.Yes, men are hunters by
nature, he was thinking. He was off in his own world again. “Faithful” husbands were oh-so-
careful and furtive with their looks. Fresh-eyed boys of eleven and twelve appeared very
innocent and playful. Grandfathers pretended to be above the fray, and were just “cute” with their
affection. But Casanova knew they were all watching, constantly selecting, obsessed with
mastering the hunt from puberty to the grave.It was a biological necessity, no? He was quite
certain of that. Women nowadays were demanding that men accept the fact that their female
biological clocks were ticking… well, with men, it was their biological cocks that were
ticking.Constantly ticking, those cocks.That was a fact of nature, too. Everywhere he went, at
virtually any time of day or night, he could feel the pulsing beat inside. Tick-cock. Tick-cock.Tick-
cock!Tick-cock!A beautiful honey-blond coed sat cross-legged on the grass intersecting his
path. She was reading a paperback, Karl Jaspers’s Philosophy of Existence. The rock group
Smashing Pumpkins was contributing mantralike riffs from a portable CD player. Casanova
smiled to himself.Tick-cock!The hunt was relentless for him. He was Priapus for the nineties. The
difference between him and so many gutless modern men was that he acted on his natural
impulses.He relentlessly searched out a great beauty—and then he took her! What an
outrageously simple idea. What a compellingly modern horror story.He watched two petite
Japanese coeds chowing down on greasy North Carolina barbecue from the new Crooks Corner
II restaurant in Durham. They looked so delicious eating their dinner, wolfing their barbecue like
small animals. North Carolina BBQ consisted of pork cooked over a fire, seasoned with a
vinegar-laced sauce, then finely chopped. You couldn’t eat BBQ without slaw and hush
puppies.He smiled at the unlikely scene. Yum.Still, he moved on. Sights and scenes caught his



eye. Pierced eyebrows. Tattooed ankles. Lalapalooza T-shirts. Lovely flowing breasts, legs,
thighs everywhere he looked.He finally came to a small Gothic-style building near the Duke
University Hospital, North Division. This was a special annex where terminally ill cancer patients
from all over the South were cared for during their final days. His heart began to pound, and a
series of small tremors shook his body.There she was!CHAPTER 10THERE WAS THE MOST
BEAUTIFUL woman in the South! Beautiful in all ways. Not only was she physically desirable—
she was extremely smart. She might be able to understand him. Maybe she was as special as
he was.He almost said the words out loud, and believed them to be absolutely true. He had
done a great deal of homework on his next victim. Blood began to pump and rush into his
forehead. He could feel a throbbing all through his body.Her name was Kate McTiernan. Katelya
Margaret McTiernan, to be as precise as he liked to be.She was just walking out of the terminal
cancer wing, where she had worked to help pay her way through medical school. She was all by
her lonesome, as usual. Her last boyfriend had warned her that she was going to “end up a
beautiful old maid.”Fat chance of that. Obviously, it was Kate McTiernan’s decision to be alone
as much as she was. She could have been with nearly anyone she chose. She was stunningly
beautiful, highly intelligent, and compassionate, from what he could tell so far. Kate was a grind,
though. She was incredibly dedicated to her medical studies and hospital duties.Nothing was
overdone about her, and he appreciated that. Her long, curly brown hair framed her narrow face
nicely. Her eyes were dark brown, and sparkled when she smiled. Her laugh was catchy,
irresistible. She had an all-American look, but not banal. She was a hardbody, but she appeared
so soft and feminine.He’d watched other men hit on her—studly students and even the
occasional jaunty and ridiculous professor. She didn’t hold it against them, and he saw how she
deflected them, usually with some kindness, some small generosity.But there was always that
devilish, heartbreaking smile of hers. I’m not available, it said. You can never have me. Please,
don’t even think about it. It’s not that I’m too good for you, I’m just… different.Kate the
Dependable, Kate the Nice Person, was right on time tonight. She always left the cancer annex
between a quarter to eight and eight. She had her routines just as he did.She was a first-year
intern at North Carolina University Hospital in Chapel Hill, but she’d been working in a co-op
program at Duke since January. The experimental cancer ward. He knew all about Katelya
McTiernan.She was going to be thirty-one in a few weeks. She’d had to work three years to pay
for her college and medical-school expenses. She had also spent two years with a sick mother
in Buck, West Virginia.She walked at a determined pace along Flowers Drive, toward the
multilevel Medical Center parking garage. He had to move quickly to keep up with her, all the
while watching her long shapely legs, which were a little too pale for his liking. No time for the
sun, Kate? Afraid of a little melanoma?She carried thick medical volumes against one hip. Looks
and brains. She planned to practice back in West Virginia, where she was born. Didn’t seem to
care about making a lot of money. What for? So she could own ten pairs of black high-topped
sneakers?Kate McTiernan was wearing her usual university garb: a crisp white med-school
jacket, khaki shirt, weathered tan trousers, her faithful black sneakers. It worked for her. Kate the



Character. Slightly off-center. Unexpected. Strangely, powerfully alluring.On Kate McTiernan,
almost anything would have worked, even the most homespun interpretation of cheap chic. He
particularly loved Kate McTiernan’s irreverence toward university and hospital life, and
especially the holier-than-thou medical school. It showed in the way she dressed; the casual way
she carried herself now; everything about her lifestyle. She seldom wore makeup. She seemed
very natural, and there was nothing phony or stuck-up about her that he’d noticed yet.There was
even a little of the unexpected klutz in her. Earlier in the week, he had seen her flush the deepest
red after she tripped on a guardrail outside Perkins Library and crashed into a bench with her
hip. That warmed him tremendously. He could be touched, could feel human warmth. He wanted
Kate to love him… He wanted to love her back.That was why he was so special, so different. It
was what separated him from all the other one-dimensional killers and butchers he had ever
heard or read about, and he had read everything on the subject. He could feel everything. He
could love. He knew that.Kate said something amusing to a fortyish-looking professor as she
walked past him. Casanova couldn’t hear it from where he was watching. Kate turned for some
quick repartee, but kept on walking, leaving the professor with her luminous smile to think
about.He saw a little jiggle action as Kate whirled around after her brief interchange with the prof.
Her breasts weren’t too large or too small. Her long brown hair was thick and wavy, shiny in the
early evening light, revealing just a touch of red. Perfect in every detail.He had been watching
her for more than four weeks, and he knew she was the one. He could love Dr. Kate McTiernan
more than all the others. He believed it for a moment. He ached to believe it. He said her name
softly—Kate…Dr. Kate.Tick-cock.CHAPTER 11
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Mindo'ermatter, “Action-Packed, Fast Read, Great Second Installment!. Patterson is the master
of focused sentences and short chapters that skillfully propel the reader forward for "just one
more chapter" until you've discovered that another hundred pages have zipped by so
fast.Although I love the fast-paced storyline and ingenious plots, the ongoing adventures leading
into the next book leaves me pleased but not satisfied with the book's ending and sense of
unfulfilled emptiness. Perhaps this is Patterson's objective to bring us into the neverending life of
Alex Cross, where there's never such a thing as being "done."I planned several days to read this
novel but finished it easily and enjoyably in less than two. The book's great strength is its clarity
of purpose, supporting the plot and story through diversions and missteps of fallible characters
trying to do their best. The unique and believable characters add interest to the story without
becoming distracting with irrelevant details or showy jargon.I want to read more of Patterson's
work but will look for other settings and characters before pursuing the next Alex Cross
installment.I found the Audible narration pleasantly supportive to my reading experience without
overshadowing the great and pithy writing.Well worth the journey of another great story of
diversion and wondering what will happen next.”

Gena O., “One of the best books I've read!. Granted, this is only the second Patterson book I’ve
read, Along Came a Spider was the first, I think Kiss the Girls is clearly better. I couldn’t put this
book down because Patterson did a great job of keeping me interested and wanting to read
more. There were more twists and turns in this book compared to the first Alex Cross book. I
also believe this book had more of a realistic storyline. I’m not saying Along Came a Spider was
unrealistic, but some parts of the book didn’t make sense in terms of how it could happen. Kiss
the Girls was very detailed and there were no boring points or unnecessary filler pages like there
was in Along Came a Spider.I wasn’t all that surprised when it was revealed who Casanova was
because I had it down to two people. Regardless, Patterson kept me guessing between the two
all throughout the book. For it to take me less than two weeks to read the first two Alex Cross
books tells me just how much I thoroughly enjoy his writing style. I especially like the short
chapters because he does a great job of “teasing” the reader to continue. One small negative
comment I have was I did get tired of the constant movie and song references throughout the
book. I understand Patterson trying to paint the picture, but it was a little overboard in my
opinion. Again, that’s the only negative point and it’s very insignificant in the grand scheme of
things. I highly recommend this book and can’t wait to get started on book #3 of the Alex Cross
series.”

Tim Yingling, “Patterson delivers again. Today’s book review is going to James Patterson’s Kiss
the Girls. Don’t really have anything to say right up front, so let’s get going.Synopsis: In Los
Angeles, a reporter investigating a series of murders is killed. In Chapel Hill, North Carolina, a



beautiful medical intern suddenly disappears. Washington D.C. USA Alex Cross is back to solve
the most baffling and terrifying murder case ever. Two clever pattern killers are collaborating,
cooperating, competing--and they are working coast to coast.James Patterson followed the
same formula that bothered me in the first book. Whenever Alex Cross was being concentrated
on it was in first person, but the rest of the book was done in third person. Now, if Alex was
talking in flashback form I could understand the different point of views, but not if it’s part of the
story. I’m a firm believer that you should stick to one point of view, with exception to the flashback
thing I spoke of.The writing is still as good as ever. Patterson does have a way for captivating the
reader. With simple writing, short paragraphs and chapters, and quick action the book flows
easily. Patterson started off with the murderers just starting off, and it goes from there.Alex Cross
wasn’t originally supposed to be involved in the case. That was until his niece went missing. He
more or less bullied his way into the investigation. The FBI didn’t like him being involved. Nor did
the local police. The FBI eventually warmed to Cross and his partner, but the locals didn’t.The
main action came with something that happened to one of the killers that never happened
before. Someone escaped from his fortress. Once she did, Alex knew he was going to be able to
solve the case.The only other problem I have with the book is another problem I had with the first
book. Cross was acting too repressed. There is no way that a man that smart would be so dumb
when it came to racism. Just my opinion on that.I would definitely recommend this book to
everyone. Sets the stage for what is to come for Cross.Rating: 4 out of 5”

Patricia Walker, “Thrilling!. This book kept me hostage from page one! I really did begrudge any
time away from it.Starting from a time not long after the first book ends it takes you a little further
into the relationships Alex Cross has with his children and Grandmother and shows a little more
of the depth in his own character. Added to that the story line develops the bond he has with his
childhood best friend and now colleague.From that base the book continues at pace and
introduces characters that both compliment or conflict with the team Cross and Sampson are.
These characters are all believable at face value so the ending of a superbly written written
plotline comes as a mammoth surprise - turns and twists throughout the book lead the reader in
many different directions throughout leading to a climax that was as inevitable as it was hidden
from view in hind sight.I most definitely recommend this book to anyone who loves a good
thriller”

Carol Bradford, “KISS THE GIRLS. The Second Alex Cross Novel By James Patterson. In this
book there are two depraved killers on the loose 'Casanova' is abducting young women from
colleges in the south. 'The Gentleman Caller' is terrorizing Los Angeles. The bad news is the FBI
think they are talking to each other!!! They seem to be competing and may be working together
in 'collecting' girls for their harem.Alex Cross is called in and this becomes personal with the
abduction of his niece. It then becomes a race against time to track down the killer or killers!!!
The pages of this book literally turn themselves and you just do not want to put the book down



until you have finished it.A brilliant psychological thrilller”

Tham Chee Wah, “Got me up to read and read and read. He is just so good. Every chapter is
short and closed with a gripping trail, like a dangling carrot that keeps me going for more. Read
another chapter, don't sleep yet.It's mesmerizing, intensified with the mind game. It's the way he
writes and plans the plots. A good writer knows how and where to keep you hooked, don't put it
down, read...This is another page turner. Almost 500 pages and each page just grips me and
won't let me go. Fast paced. Compelling. Riveting.Just one word to sum it all - deadly! Make sure
you have that much free time to finish this book as quickly as possible. If not, don't even try to to
get a sneak peak. Don't say you are not warned.A 10 star read.”

KCS54, “Absolutely could not put it down. Great read     . What a great balance of violence,
romance, loss, pain and every other emotion going. Each twist and turn was another step
forward towards another part of the jigsaw that was being put together. This book had the central
theme of obsession and desire to inflict terror, and much more. This comes highly recommended
for all lovers of the Alex Cross books.”

willread, “Very good book.. This was a very good story that had plenty of action, drama,
suspense and excitement. The writer obviously has a great imagination and in this tale he had
conjoured up some absolutely horrible characters as well as some wonderful ones you would
love to know and he put them all together in a great read. Recommended.”

The book by James Patterson has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 4,495 people have provided feedback.
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